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by  Wild  Bill  Leininger 

In  the  past  three  months 
there  has  been  quite  a  few  changes 
in  the  operation  of  tne  iviontana 
State  Prison. 

To  site  a  few  examples:  rest- 
rictions on  wnat  an  inmate  may 
have  in  his  possession;  s ome  de- 
partments required  to  have  a  super- 
visor take  his  crew  to  and  from 
the  work  area;  staggered  nours 
for  attendance  at  religious  serv- 
ices at  the  Religious  Activities 
Center;  staggered  hours  for  attend- 
ance at  the  libraries;  some  cnanges 
in  tne  eating  schedules  at  the 
dining  halls;  some  changes  in 
participation  hours  at  the  gyms; 
etc. 

There  nave  been  changes  of 
j  more  singular  and  personal  nat- 
ure. A  few  examples:  soft  drinks 
in  plastic  bottles  -  no  more  cans; 
plastic  razors  -  no  more  metal 
handles;  a  cut-down  on  allowed 
nobby;  a  cut -down  on    personal 
items  allowed  -  clothing,  tapes, 
magazines,  etc. 

Some  changes  have  had  a  domino 
effect.  For  example:  doing  away 
with  metal  cans  has  eliminated 
tne  recycling  project  at  ivi.S.P. 
Metal'  (aluminum)  cans  were  the 
big  cash  crop  as  far  as  recycling 
is  concerned  and  these  cans  are 
now  verDoten. 

A  few  changes  have  been  made 
in  the  area  of  residence  and  jobs 
and  classification.  Sometimes, 
to  hold  a  certain  job  you  must 
reside  in  a  certain  unit  and  visa-- 


f  rom 
for 
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versa.  Classification  qualificatio 
ns  ^o    strictly  by  the  book.  Some 
job  sites  were  done  away  with 
or  changed.  For  example:  our  Siber 
ian  Express  Office  was  moved 
Unit -A,  where  we  had  resided 
eight  years,  to  the  low-side 
brary . 

The  changes  in  the  daily 
operation  rules  and  regulations 
are  known  to  all  and  need  not 
be  repeated  in  this  space. 

wnat  has  been  the  consensus 
among  the  inmate  population?  As 
ever,  the  opinions  very  according 
to  who  you  talk  to.  Many  think 
the  changes  have  gone  to  far; 
an  over  -react  i  on.  iviany  inmates 
feel  that  some  of  tne  changes 
were  too  general  and  should  not 
be  enforced  on  some  classification 
s . 

And  what  do  the 
say?  Usual ly  it  goes 
"What  do  you  expect? 
ivii  ght  as  we  1  1  get  on 
Of  course  there  were 
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that  were  very  explicit. 

[ANGE  IN  MENU 
As  of  late  there  has  also  been 
a  few  changes  in  the  chow-hall  diet. 
We  have  been  ea~ing  such  exotic  dis- 
hes as  Camelburgers  (barbequed  beef) 
-  Arabian  Shrimp  (shrimp  in  Creole 
sauce)  -  Asian  Chili  (very  tasty!) 
and  other  dishes.  This  menu  change 
was  not  due  to  the  lockdown  however, 
but  as  a  result  of  MSP  receiving  a 
goodly  supply  of  Desert  Storm  sur- 
plus rations.  (Wild  Bill,  Editor) 
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ivi.S.P.     INDUSTRIES 

by    Ph  i 1    Coax 


series  of  articles 
program,  and  I'll 
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Sign    Shop, 


This    is    the   second   in   a 
covering     the     MSP    Industries 
be     covering     the     Print     Shop, 
Industries  Clerks  this  issue. 

The  Sign  Shop  employs  up  to  four  people 
who  handle  the  making  of  signs  for  all  of  the 
State  Departments,  such  as  Dept.  of  Highways; 
Fish,  Wildlife  &  Parks;  here  at  the  prison,  etc. 
In  addition  to  State  business,  they  also  handle 
orders  for  the  private  sector;  but  only  for  non- 
profit orginizations  -  such  as  churches  and 
hospitals.  It  is  located  in  the  Tag  Plant  building, 
as  is  the  Print  Shop  and  the  Clerks'  office. 

The  Print  Shop  -  which  prints  the  very 
material  you  are  reading  -  fall,s  under  nearly 
identical  guidelines  as  the  Sign  Shop  -  in  that 
they  contract  for  State  Agencies  and  non-profit 
orginizations.  Also  with  a  four  man  crew,  they 
handle  a  great  deal  of  the  State's  printing 
needs,  and  almost  all  of  the  prison's. 

The  Industries  Clerks  handle  the  taking 
of  orders  for  all  of  the  MSP  Industries'  products, 
along  with  ordering  the  raw  materials  for  each 
of  the  shops.  Four  clerks  are  used  to  handle 
all  of  the  paperwork,  and  their  office  seems 
to  stay  quite  busy  throughout  the  year. 

All  of  these  positions  are.  filled  using 
the  MSP  Industries  application,  "so  if  you*  are 
interested  in  working  in  any  of  the  Industries' 
shops,  see  your  unit  counselor  to  apply. 

Next  issue  will  be  the  final  article  of 
my  series  on  the  MSP  Industries  program,  and 
will  cover  both  the  Dairy  and  the  Ranches. 
Subsequent  issues  will  contain  articles  covering 
the  Tag  Plant  and  MVM  programs. 

SO  LONG,  DAN 
by  Ron  Maul di  ng 

Dan  Rayson,  Hobby  Store  oper- 
ator for  three  consecutive  years, 
broke  every  sales  record  imaginable 
at  the  downtown  hobby  store.  1991 
sales  ended  at  S89.688.00  with 
December  sales  a  whopping  ^9, 829.00. 
Two  major  factors  made  it  happen, 
4uality  hobby  .products  and  the 
ability  ofthe  store  clerk  to  convey 
to  the  public.  Horse-Hair  products 
lead  the  way  in  sales  with  Beadwork. 
Artwork  following  up.  We  take  our 
nats  off  to  Dan  Rayson  for  the 
integrity  and  dedication  tie  put 
forth  in  his  wo r k . 

Tnis  volume  of  sales  has  a 


large  impact  on  many  inmates 
some  it  afforded  new  T.V.'s 
Stereos;  otners  started  savi 
accounts,  while  some  inmates 
able  to  send  money  home.  Dan 
De  leaving  soon  on  parole  to 
ington  State.  We  wish  Dan  th 
and  know  his  success  at  M.S. 
will  be  employed  in  new  care 
We  welcome  Dan's  successor, 
Spurlock.  With  his  southern 
and  lnowledge  of  Horsehair  t 
success  of  the  Hobby  Store  w 
continue.  In  looking  forward 
1992  keep  the  quality  workma 
on  your  hobby  projects  commi 
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************************************ 
G.E.D.  GRADS 

Congratulations  to  the  men 
on  receiving  their  G.E.D.  cer- 
tificates. 

Jack  Powers,  Educational  Dir- 
ector, has  announced  the  following 
inmates  have  passed  their  G.E.D. 
tests  during  tne  past  month. 
Carl  Ankeny,  Kirk  Archambault, 
Toby  Bean,  Will  Brown,  Robert  Cham- 
pagne, Guy  Clatterbuck,  Douglas 
DeLoy,  David  Farnswortn,  Kenneth 
LaMere,  David  McGuire,  Clayton 
iviooney,  Douglas  Peone,  John  Roug- 
hton,  Donald  Tomas i n i ,Kev i n  Baker, 
John  Clark,  Stoney  Corcoran,  Billy 
Frye,  Mark  Hampton,  Chris  Hanson, 
David  Hill,  Denny  Kallas,  Allen 
Krank,  Carl  MacDo na Id,  William 
iviacKendr  ick,  Robert  Nefzger,  James 
Piller,  Ricnard  Pounds,  Robert 
Riley,  J  arnes  Wa  1  Ker  ,  Sheldon  Warren, 
James  Bowers,  Dust  in  Flynn,  Jay 
Gates,  Kris  Hans,  Josepn  Hensley, 
Cnris  Morrison,  Charles  Murray, 
vVilliamRay,  Er  ick  Rogers,  Paul 
Sm  i  t  h ,  Alton  Wa  1  k  e  r . 
■a-**-****-**  ********************  m-****** 
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THE  PIT  AND  THE  PENDULUM 
James  Dieziger 

There  is  an  analogy  which  compares  our 
judicial  system  with  the  pendulum  of  a  clock. 
It  is  said  the  judicial  system  goes  from  right 
to  left  and  back  again  in  synchronization  with 
whatever  is  the  current  political  climate.  The 
recent  retirement  of  Justice  Thurgood  Marshall 
-  and  the  nomination  of  Clarence  Thomas  for 
the  vacated  seat  on  the  U.  S.  Supreme  Court, 
made  me  wonder  how  the  balance  of  the  courts 
had  shifted  since  1980  -  when  the  Reagan/Bush 
team  first  came  into  office.  In  1980  the  top 
court  in  our  land  had  a  fairly  even  balance 
•between  the  justices  who  were  labeled  "conserva- 
tive" -  they  held  five  seats,  and  the  justices 
with  the  label  "liberal"  -  they  held  the  remaining 
four.  This  split  did  not  always  hold,  but  on 
significant  issues  this  is  how  the  court  usually 
split.  The  lower  levels  of  the  Federal  judiciary 
usually  follow  the  dictates  of  the  U.S.  Supreme 
Court,  and,  of  course,  are  bound  by  the  prece- 
dents set  down  by  them.  At  the  present  time, 
with  this  most  recent  nomination,  the  split 
in  the  highest  court  in  our  land  is  gbing  to 
be  along  the  lines  of  seven  to  two  -  respective- 
ly. 

When  Justice  Marshall  (the  only  true  liberal 
left  on  the  courO  retired,  one  of  the  comments 
he  made  about  his  tenure  on  the  court  was 
j  that  while  he  was  interviewing  people  for  his 
clerk  positions,  his  basic  question  was,  "How 
do  you  feel  about  writing  dissenting  opinions?", 
'because  in  the  1980's  that  had  become  their 
chief  duty. 

The    lower    courts    of    the    Federal    judiciary 

system    have    also    been    loaded    in    favor   of    this 

,  conservative    point    of    view.     From    the    Fall    of 

1980     to     the     Fall     of     1990,     the     Reagan/Bush 

'  team     has    appointed    97    Of    the    225    judges    of 

i  the     Circuit    Courts    of    Appeal,     and    they    have 

appointed    303   of   the   746   Federal   District   Court 

Judges.    This    works    out    to    a    little    more    than 

40%     of     the     sitting     Federal     Court     Judges.     In 

1991     the     average    a6e    of     this    40%     that     has 

been     recently     appointed     is     52    years    of     age. 

Since     all     Federal     Court    judges     are     appointed 

for  life,   this  recent  influx  of  conservative  minded 

judges    is    sure     to     influence    the    bias    of    your 

Federal  judiciary  system   for  years  to  come. 

The  prevailing  attitude  now  seems  to 
be  -  "Lock  them  up  and  throw  away  the  key!" 
FACT:  The  Land  of  the  Free  incarcerates  a 
higher  percentage  of  its'  total  population  than 
any     other    country    in    the    world.    The    average 
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John  Q.  Citizen  probably  sees  that  statistic 
and  feels  that  we  -  the  incarcerated,  are  each 
setting  our  just  dues;  but  this  continuing  erosion 
of  the  most  basic  constitutional  rights  and 
liberties  by  the  very  people  that  are  looked 
to  by  John  Q.  Citizen  to  protect  those  rights 
and  liberties  is  sad  but  true.  The  effects  of 
this  erosion  not  only  should  concern  us  here 
in  "The  Pit",  but  should  concern  each  and  every 
citizen  in  the  country.  To  paraphrase  a  famous 
quotation  of  John  Donne's,  "Ask  not  for  whom 
the  pendulum  swings  -  it  swings  for  thee." 

Note:  All  factual  statistics  supplied  by 
the  State  Law  Library  of  Montana  -  Helena, 
Montana." 

********************************************** 

cATcH  -  ALL  ISSUE 
This  issue  of  the  Express 
contains  a  little  u i t  of  everything 
d  a  t  i  n  j 


back  to  last  stunner.  The 
is  obvious  to  all  who  have 
residents  at  iwSP  for  the  past 
were  about  to  ^o 


o 

reason 
been 

sJa  months.  kVe  were  about 
to  press  last  stunner  when  the  insti- 
tution went  into  a  lockdown  sit- 
uation and  remained  there  for  some 
weeks.  Tnen  our  spor t swr i ter  - 
photographer  was  transferred  to 
pre-release  during  the  locudown 
and  we  were  unable  to  make  contact 
and  get  our  signals  strai6ht  retard- 
ing stories,  photo  IDs,  etc.  And 
then,  to  compound  tne  situation 
we  had  to  change  our  operation 
from  Unit  A,  wnere  we  had  resided 
for  ei6nt  years,  to  the  library. 
Tne  result  was  some  lost  files; 
missing  pnotos,  articles  and  poetry, 
-  a  certi  f  ied  .Chinese  fire-drill. 

So  witn  this  issue  we  are 
tryin0  to  play  catcn-up  ball  and 
t,et  in  as  much  of  last  year's  scned- 
ule  as  possible  witn  a  touch  of 
the  current  situation,  mere  is 
still  some  poetry  and  a  couple 
of  articles  we  will  carry  over 
to  tne  suniner  issue,  so  please' 
bear  with  us.  v»e  will  try  our  damn-- 
est   to  0et  on  track  in  tne  weeks 
and  months  ahead.  The  oc\<i    thing 
we  can  be  thankful  for  is  the  flyer 
which  nas  let  us  kee^>  our  neads 
a  little  oit  aoove  ,»ater.  Thanks 
for  your  cooperation  and  uuderstuud- 
i  nfa.  ' .Id i  tori 
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Clockwise  From  Left:  Dave  DePue  playing 
taps  at  Vietnam  Vet's  Memorial.  Greg 
Jellison  with  an  award  given  to  him 
for  his  efforts  with  the  group.  All  the 
street  guests  and  inmates  at  the  Memori-j 
al.  Street  guests  enjoying  the  food  layout. 
Vietnam  Vet's  Memorial. 


***************** 

HIGH  SIDE  VET'S  GROUP  OPEN  HOUSE 

The  High  side  Vet's  group  held  an  Open  House  on  June  29,  1991.1 
The  Open  House  included  a  short  Memorial  Service  at  the  Vietnam  Vet,ci 
Memorial.  Dewey  Coleman,  Phil  Mendicino,  and  Dave  DePue  each  sai 
a  few  words  in  remembrance  of  their  fallen  brothers,  and  Dave  DePu 
played  Taps  on  his  harmonica.  Afterwords,  all  the  inmates  and  street  guest^ 
shared  a  meal  and  stories  of  times  past.  According  to  Dewey  Colemanj 
the  event  went  better  than  ever  before,  and  it  is  hoped  that  it  will  be 
an  annual  event  in  the  future. 


************* 
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LOW  SIDE  VOLLEYBALL 

During  this  last  indoor  season  of  volleyball, 
Rec.  Specialist  John  Stevenson  brought  in  a 
street  team  from  Missoula  to  play  two  all-star 
teams  from  MSP.  In  round  robin  play,  the  MSP 
"A"  squad  went  2-0,  while  the  Missoula  team 
went  1-1  and  MSP  "B"  went  0-2.  The  event 
went  pretty  well,  and  hopefully  will  be  repeated 
again  next  year. 

Pictured  Clockwise  From  Top  Left:  John 
Stevenson's  Missoula  team.  The  MSP  "A"  squad. 
The  MSP  "B"  squad.  Mike  Ryan  &  Mike  Parker's 
regular  season  team.  Ken  Anderson's  team. 
Norb  Frigge's  Championship  team. 
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"FORGET  SHE'S  GONE  FOREVER" 

Forget  her.  name,  forget  her  face 
Forget  her  kiss  and  warm  embrace 
Forget  the  love  that  you  once  shared 
Forget  the  fact  that  she  once  cared 
Forget  the  times  we  spent  together 
Remember  now  she's  gone  forever 
Forget  her  when  she  played  your  song 
Forget  you  cried  the  whole  night  long 
Forget  how  close  you  once  were 
Remember  now  it's  him  and  her 
Forget  you  memorized  her  walk 
Forget  the  way  she  used  to  talk 
Forget  the  times  she  was  so  mad 
Remember  now  she's  happy  -  not  sad 
Forget  her  gentle  teasing  ways 
Forget  you  saw  her  yesterday 
Forget  the  things  you  used  to  do 
Remember  that  he  loves  her  too 
Forget  the  thrill  when  she  went  by 
Forget  the  times  she  made  you  cry 
Forget  the  way  she  said  your  name 
Remember  now  it's  not  the  same 
Forget  the  time  that  went  so  fast 
Forget  those  times  -  they're  in  the  past 
Forget  she  said,  "I'll  leave  you  never" 
Remember  now  she's  gone  forever. 

Written  by:  Gary  Stensland 


"THE  CROSS-BAR  JUNGLE" 

Will  I  wake  up  from  this  nightmare 

this  fear  chills  me  to  the  bone 

Though  I  may  be  one  of  many 

I  feel  so  all  alone 

Everywhere  I  turn  my  head 

I'm   locked  in,  chained  and  bound 

There's  no  release,  just  accept  it 

a  never  ending  lost  and  found 

Round  and  round  and  round  I  go 

never  stopping  at  the  same  places 

It's  hard  to  remember  the  names 

but  you  don't  forget  the  faces 

You  don't  worry  about  the  darkness 

the  man  pays  for  the  light 

What  difference  does  it  make 

when  you  don't  know  day  from  night 

I've  walked  the  cross-bar  jungle 

not  afraid  to  make  a  stand 

Put  me  in  the  darkest  hole 

I'll  still  walk  out  a  man 

Don't  let  them  take  away  your  dreams 

they're  yours,  and  yours  alone 

For  when  they  open  the  front  gate 

pack  your  dreams  and  take  them  home. 

Written  by:  Sonny  Melone 


"JUSTICE?" 

I  can't  hear  a  word  you're  saying, 

only  my  muffled  praying. 

Your  lips  are  moving  and  your  eyes  are  blue, 

I  want  to  run,  but  my  body  won't  move. 

Your  face  is  red  with  rage, 

your  shaking  finger  is  pointed  at  a  page. 

At  the  last  moment  all  hearing  returns, 

and  your  final  words  will  forever  burn. 

Ten  years  in  prison  and  maybe  you'll  learn, 

if  I  see  you  again  I'll  be  more  stern! 

I  hope  that  prison  teaches  you  a  lesson, 

court's  adjourned  -  I'm  done  with  this  session. 

They  call  it  JUSTICE  and  give  you  time, 

when  people  commit  a  crime. 

Nobody     is    spared     from     justice    except    judges 

and  cops, 

unless  you  work  for  the  Mafia  wops. 

Janie  -  W.C.C. 


A  Reflection  Of  Senitientness 

by  Kevin  Murphy 

Promises  are  broken  and  truths  remain  obscured 
in  a  plane  of  false  existence  where  you  remain 
so  self  assured, 

Your  lover  isn't  loyal  to  the  visions  in  your 
heart,  where  obsession  with  emotion  remains 
a  cherished  art, 

Down  in  the  depths  of  reason  where  all  dualities 
renite,  the  options  of  your  will  are  possessions 
you  incite, 

As    life    dresses    in    illusion   and   sensual    percetion 
is  its  friend,  this  mystical  adventure  will  discov- 
er evential  deception  in  the  end; 
As     time     in     this    realm     reigns    as    a    diety    of 
Fate,  and  red  clouds  of  confusion  fail  to  dissapa- 
te,    I    have    a    lesson    from    the    Deva's    I    would 
like  to  relate, 
I     will    come    through    the 
you     in     the     silence. ..As     I 
to  voidness  out  in  space... 
You    must    realize   the   only   thing   nuetral   is  birth 
and    death,    that    all    opposites   are   one,    and   that 
you  are  a  reflex  of  a  divine  dream  of  ultra-Wis- 
dom. 


stillness    to    comfort 
disappear     in     grace 
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TIME  HURTS 

Tears  always  hurt  inside. 

Roses  are  dying  with  the  sweet  smell  of  death. 

Evil  thoughts  ruling  people's  minds  around  me. 

Energy  1  detect  drives  me  insane. 

The  taste  of  rot  is  under  your  breath. 

Reality  slowly   fades  away. 

Time  is  the  destroyer  of  emotons  and  humanity. 

Authority  figures  come  and  go. 

Mercy    of    God    is    lost    in    your    guilt    of    your 

super  ego. 

Fire  burns  the  soul. 

Thus,  you  slowly  die  inside. 

Written  by:  Dan  Curtis 


BACK  TO  STONE 


Ken  Anderson 


Unfettered  as  the  winter's  snow 
He  stands  alone  on  high 
Looking  into  the  valley  below 
Where  those  that  didn't  make  it  lie 

He  thinks  back  to  all  the  pain 
i  That  echoed  throughout  the  day  before 
;  Thinking  they  must  be  insane 

Just  was  not  worth  killing  for 

The  bloodstained  river  makes  its  way 
Through  the  battlefield  on  which  they  fought 
Down  to  the  city  by  the  bay 
After  which  the  armies  sought 

And  the  city  they  both  wanted 

Crumbles  back  into  the  ground 

The  last  few  standing  structures  haunted 

By  the  screaming  bodies  that  make  no  sound 

A  sickness  found  throughout  mankind 
To  want  that  which  is  not  his  own 
Shadows  o'er  his  brilliant  mine 
And  turns  his  body  back  to  stone. 


FROM  AN  INDIFFERENT  POINT  OF  VIEW 

To  view  the  world  through  the  eye  of  a  fly 
would  be  the  logical  thing  to  do. 
A  thousand  fleeting  images  with  no  chance 
of  any  blunt  focus  on  a  vivid  perception. 
A  vast  echo  from  within  sounds  with  a  topical 
buzz,  and  not  even  the  geographical  owner 
of  'I'  can  know  why  it  does. 

My  wings  are  hardened  veins,  and  blood  continues 
on  with  transparent  circuiations  -  the  life-giving 
Force. 

Ironically,  the  wings  themselves  are  my  necessary 
burden,  binding  chainsaw  songs  of  200  hums 
per  second  -  a  sound  reality. 

Some  say  I'm  a  pest,  some  can't  stand  the 
sight  of  me,  some  endure  me  with  patient  un- 
rest, some  mistake  me  for  a  busy  bee,  or  a 
simple  flea. 

But  I  am  a  fly,  and  will  remain  so  until  I  die, 
carrying  dis-ease  wherever  I  land. 


They    don't    pause 

population  control  - 

If  dis-ease  did  not 

existent. 

"May    I    step    into 

the  pupil. 

I    can    accept    why 

Can  you? 


to    ponder    the    intricacies    of 
that  I  survive  to  please, 
exist,    at-ease   would  be  non- 

your    eye?"    said    the    fly    to 

I    was    chances    to    be   a    fly. 


Written  by:  Jill  C.  Marron  -  W.C.C. 


ARIES 

The  RAM....I  am 

But  only  calendar  wise. 

I'm  too  mellow— I  care  too  much. 

Don't  like  to  make  waves. 

LOOK  OUT- 

Here's  a  tidal  wave!!! 
I  am  the  volcano- 
Taking  it  all,  building  up  very  slowly... 

Then  BOOM!!! 
"Screw  you— Shove  OFF—  Get  the  Hell 
Outta  my  Face,  Wanna  Rough  And 
Tumble;  You  Got  It;  Then  leave  me 

the  HELL  ALONE!!" 

Mellow.... Mellow.... 
Old  me.. 
Yeah,  I  get  SICK  of  your  SHIT,  World! 
I  care  too  much— excuse  me,  I'll  change. 
NO?  Well  then  write  the  SCRIPT-- 

give  me  mv  uajt— and  then  SHOVE  IT 
Wti£*<£   THE   SUN  DOn'T   StllNE! 

THE  RAM;  I  AM 

Written  by:  Peggy  Donahue  -  W.C.C. 
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THIS  GOD -FORSAKEN  LAND 
"Tnis  God-Forsaken  Land",  they  call 
it, 
As  they  gaze  with  pitying  eye, 

Nothing  here  but  hills  and  sagebrush 
And  a  vast  expance  of  sky." 

"We  don't  know  how  you  take  it," 
Those  city  folks  declare, 

"And  how  you  make  a  living? 
Or  do  you  live  on  air?" 

They  wonder  at  the  twinkle  in  our  eye, 
And  the  smile  we  try  to  hide, 

For  in  all  this  lonely,  windswept  land 
They  can  see  no  cause  for  pride. 

But  we  could  tell  them  of  our  ranches, 
Where  great  herds  of  cattle  roam, 
And  the  flocks  of  bleating  woolies 
That  claim  Montana  as  their  own. 

We  could  show  them  our  oil  wells 
That  pour  forth  liquid  gold, 
And  in  those  places  they  call  "barren" 
There  are  deep,  rich  veins  of  coal. 

They  may  not  s'ee  our  fertile  ranches 
With  their  fields  of  hay  and  grain, 
But  nestled  there  among  the  hills 
We  have  them  just  the  same. 

This  "loneliness"  they  talk  about 
To  us  is  God's  own  peace; 
There's  so  much  of  beauty  all  around 
That  our  thanks  shall  never  cease. 

Our  streams  are  filled  with  rainbow  trout, 
We've  antelope,  elk  and  deer, 
We're  a  mile  up  nearer  heaven 
And  the  air  is  pure  and  clear. 

Our  sunsets  glow  with  color, 

And  in  the  pearly  dawn  of  morn, 

The  pungent  scent  og  sage  drifts  down 

On  a  breeze  that's  mountain-born. 

We  don't  know  much  of  city  life 
Or  where  they  seek  God  there, 
But  we  do  know  in  Montana 
That  we  find  him  everywhere. 

So  to  themWe'll  leave  the  cities 
Where  the  living  is  so  grand, 
And  we'll  stay  in  Montana, 
In  our  God-Beloved  Land. 
'Submitted  by  C- I  I  I  Staff* 


ILLUS  ION 

by  Kevin  Murphy 

So  vintage  was  passion  it  poisoned 
my  reason, 

So  I  flew  with  silver  spirits  to 
the  land  of  no  pity,  where 

I  meditated  upon  sorrow  as  I  look- 
ed down  at  the  city; 

The  energy  of  emotion  consumes 
those  who  must  indulge, 

and  the  lessons  of  wisdom  have 
no  relativity  to  knowledge; 

The  minds  of  men  have  become 
institutions  of  creation, 

inventing  technical  progress  with- 
out any  expression, 

Without  intuition  the  external 

world  leaves  a  negative  impres- 
sion, 

where  illusion  has  given  birth 

to  obsession. . . 


MY  MAKER 

Your  eyes  can  be  so  har 

making  me  wonder  and  fe 

a  f oo 1 . 

Tne  tone  of  your  voice 

pr  i  se, 

trying  to  convince  me  o 

lies. 

I  can  feel  it  coming  as 

hit  me  again  I  know  whe 

been. 

Blacken  my  eyes  and  bre 

tell  me  I  deserved  it  a 

the  way  i  t  goes . 

He  trained  me  daily  for 

years , 

he  made  me  this  beast  f 

with  tears . 

He  sharpened  my  teeth  a 

my  h  e  a  r  t , 

he  broke  my  spirit  and 

apar  t . 

I  loved  this  man  more  t 

to  prove  it  I  became  hi 

Now  my  hate  for  him  run 

and  nightmare  haunt  rny 

His  tortured  heart  is  a 

thanks  to  a  death  and  c 

fame . 

I'll  never  forget  the  m 

rui  ned  my  life, 

with  his  jealous  rage  a 

k  n  i  f  e . 


d  and  cr ue 1 , 
el  1 i  ke 

i  s  no  sur- 

f  your 

you  grin, 
re  you ' ve 

a  k  my  nose, 
nd  that ' s 

f  i  ve  1 ong 

r  om  He  1 1 

n d  froze 

tore  i  t 

han  life, 
s  wife, 
s  deep, 
s 1 eep . 
1 mo  s  t  t  ame , 
r  i  m  i  a  a  1 

an  who 

nd  a  bloody 
by  Janie.W.C.C 
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MALE  OBSESSION 
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C-Unitl 


THE  CONVICT 

Imprisoned    with    the    p/iessu/ie 

Living    with.    the.    pain 

Piping    in    the    sunshine 
'.    Staying   d/iy    in    the    /tain 

I he/ie    it    no    tomo/i/iow 

1  heie    was    no    yesterday 
j  Nc    mon.e    train    o/  thought 

you'/ie    told    what    to    say 
\    {lou    ha/id.ly    recognize    beauty 

'I here'  s    nothing    with    which    to    compare 

you' re    accustomed    to    the    loneliness 
!  On    equal    terms    with    despair 
I  So,     hats    c//  to    the    convict 

It    takes    a    special    treed 

To    stand    £u    you/i    principles 

Never    will    you    concede 

Once    mote,     /or    the    convict 

lo    le    one    is    to    (Le    p/ioud 

Ue    played    the    game    and    we    lost 

But    ou/i    heads    shall    never    He    towed 

-    Sonny    Flelone 


BATTLE  OF  THE  EGO  I s ) 

My  parent  finds  me  guilty 
My  child  wastes  my  time 
It's  a  wonder  I'm  not  crazy 
With  this  conflict  in  my  mind. 

"Well  you  know  you  really  shouldn't" 
"Ah  come  on,  I  want  to  play" 
"Oh  your  ever  lazy,  even  stupid" 
And  this  stuff  goes  on  all  day! 


It's  the  battle  of  the  ego's 
The  past  and  present  three 
If  we  could  but  learn  this  lesson; 
We're  okay,  then  we'd  be  free. 


Still  the  parents  damn  dogmatic 
The  child  confused  and  quizzical 
What  keeps  us  from  the  whitecoats? 
Our  adult,  thank  God  he's  rational! 
'Submitted  by  R.  David  Pokorney) 

"Silent  Sunday" 

by  fevin  Murphy 
Sirens  intervene  a  silent  Sunday  filled 

with  impending  doom, 
As  emotion  rides  with  darkness  from  the 

tides  of  full  moon; 
The  eagle  of  awareness  feeds  off  the  the 

destruction  and  the  ruin, 
as  violence  merges  with  the  madness  to 

play  a  demonic  tune; 
The  aftermath  of  carnage  is  always  bitter 

to  the  taste, 
And  death's  disciples  leave  answers  easy 

to  be  er rased; 
The  ethics  of  this  conflict  are  too  hard 

to  understand, 
As  the  politics  of  reason  defines  the 

rule  of  man; 
But  the  perpatrators  of  the  insurrection 

are  not  confused  this  time, 
For  their  justice  might  seem  strange  to 

some,  its  still  all  a  state  of  mind. . . 


LANDSCAPE 
Once  again  we  doff  our  hats  to 
the  inmates  who  labor  on  the  low  and 
high  side  yard  crews.  The  lawns,  the 
malls,  the  flower  beds  -  manicured 
and  beautiful  to  behold. 
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A  VETERANS  OUTLOOK  AT  M.S. P. 
by  M. J. Stewart 

I  want  to  relay  to  all  veterans  at  m.S.P. 
what  has  been  happening  with  the  vets  group 
here  at  the  prison.  Since       I       joined       the 

vets  group,  ( vvith  the  help  of  Skip  Rhodes  urgin6 
me  to  do  so)  I  have  seen  a  lot  of  progress, 
from  a  dry  start,  right  up  to  the  present  time 
of  the  Vietnam  Veterans  of  America  now  in 
the  program. 

I  know  I  have  been  helped  to  see  myself  and 
others  more  clearly  now.  Steve  Whitney  sure 
gets  a  nod  of  approval,  as  well  as  our  present 
sponsor,  Chris  Penrod.  We  shall  never  forget 
all  the  time  and  impact  of  our  late  sponsor, 
Ed  Clark. 

Now  I  would  like  to  address  the  business  of 
Agent  Orange,  even  though  I  know  our  main 
topic  here  has  been  P.T.S.D.  as  of  late. 

We  are  getting  our  emotional  selves  in 
shape,  but  the  concern  of  our  physical  state 
still  remains  too. 

A  doctor  who  was  an  advisor  to  the  V.A.  (Vet- 
erans     Administration)      on     the     Agent      Orange 
issue,     was    asked    what    final    words    of    wisdom 
he    had    been    given    by    the    V.A.    in    regards    to 
Agent   Orange.   The   answer   was   that  even  though 
dioxins    were    found    to    be    a    cause    of    cancers 
in    humans,     livestock     and    other     mammals    and 
their    offsprings,    not    enough    was    known    at    this 
time  to  render  a  final  conclusion. 
Even  though  the  V.A.  is  now  making  some  pay- 
ments   to    the    veterans,    many    vets    that    served 
in  South  East  Asia  are  not  receiving  any  ben- 
efits,    and     are     suffering     from     liver     ailments 
and    Chloracne.     The     answer    some    still    get    is 
that    it    could   be   some   other   source   other    than 
herbicides     that    are    creating    all     these    health 
complications  the  vets  are  suffering  from. 

There  have  been  many  things  said  in  regards 
to  Agent  Orange,  pros  and  cons  mostly,  but 
nothing  definite.  I  don't  have  many  ideas,  but 
here  are  a  few  from  my  window  as  I  see  them. 
I  will  try  to  give  an  idea  on  the  'groin  rash' 
a  lot  of  the  vets  have  to  contend  with  today. 

Tne  V.A.  doctors  have  labeled  it  anything  from 
jungle  rot  to  V.D. 

In  many  places  in  Vietnam,  the  toilets  were 
empty  50  6allon  drums  cut  in  half  under  the 
toilet  seat.  These  drums  were  burned  on  a 
daily  basis,  iviany  drums  used  for  this  purpose 
were  empty  herbicide  containers.  Every  time 
the  cans  vvere  burned,  it  activated  the  dioxins 
in  the  pores  of  the  cans.  Could  the  Groin  Rash 
have     resulted     from     the     burning     of     the    cans? 


were    put    to    a    good    use, 
and    supply    ingenuity.    They 


All    herbicide    drums 
thanks    to    ordinance 

were  used  for  such  things  as  bunker  "fortification 
s,  trash  cans,  snowers,  water  containers,  just 
think  about  that!  Am  I  done,  hell  no!  The  best 
usa^e  for  them  was  what?  Good  old  Bar-B-s> 
grills.  Well  who  would  ever  think  that  these 
usa6es  would  rain  down  such  a  hell  and  sickness 
on  innocent  Vietnam  Vets  and  their  families 
in  later  years. 

This  countries  great  technology  seems  to  be 
bo^ed  down  in  finding  answers  to  veterans 
problems.     Yes,    something    is    wrong!    At     times, 


it    seems 


like    America 
serve  to  keep 


is    turning    its    back    on 
it  free. 


those  who 

Problems     are     now     effecting     not     only 


recent 
vets  from  Lebanon,  Grenade.Central  America, 
and  Vietnam,  but  those  senior  vets  from  Rorea 
and  the  great  war  as  well.  They  are  consistently 
doiu6  away  with  V.A.  services.  We  must  deal 
with  these  problems  now,  for  tomorrow  may 
be  to  late.  I  say  this  to  our  politicians  and 
the  new  bureau  of  V.A.  Services  Minister  in 
Washington. 

Thank    you     and     take    care     brothers    -    because 
I  care. 


TRAVELING  BAND 
"Good,  Bad  and  Country",  one  of 
the  musical  groups  from  M.S.P.,  has 
made  many  excursions  outside  the  co- 
nfines of  the  prison;  appearances  b- 
efore  organizations  and  at  celebrat- 
ions in  Butte,  Anaconda  and  downtown 
Deer   Lodge.    Top   reception   always u 

SCHOLASTIC  HONORS 
Recently,     35    students    were 
named    on    the    Fall,     1991    Dean's 
list    at    the    colle6e    of   Great    Falls, 
as    announced    by   Dr.    O'Hare,    Aaca- 
demic    Vice    President. 

Ainon^    the    5  5    were   Daniel    Rein- 
ing ton,    Alan    V.    Smoker    a, id    John 
A.    Noonan.    Remington    is    a    current 
student    in  iviSP-^GF   classes;    Smoker 
and   Noonan    were    former   MSP-CGF 
students. 

In    order    to    be    put     jii    tne 
Dean's    List,    a    student    must    maintain 
a    4.00    grade    poi.it    average,    or 
straight   A's.     'Glen    .venison,    .n3P-^  '"' 
Ldord inator ) 


A  THEME  ON   DIST*i£SS 
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everywnere.  I  tried  to  brush'em  off.  That  must 
nave  riled  them,  because  tney  started  to  bite! 
I  must  have  looked  like  a  drunk  ti\dai  doin' 
a  war  dance,  sla^pin'  <*»ts  d^  nolleriii'  -  hey, 
oh,  wow,  ah,  ow,  an  jus'  jitter-buggin'  around 
tnat  hydrant. 

By  now,  there's  five  or  six  guys  watchin' 
me,  and  they're  laugnin'  fit  to  burst,  ivie,  1 
didn't  see  much  humor  in  it  right  then.  So 
tnere  I  am,  musta  been  tnousands  of  'em  on 
me,  in  '  my  hair,  on  my  chest,  on  my  legs,  and 
I'm  movin'  liKe  michael  Jackson,  tryiu'  to  get 
loose  from  the  little  devils. 

By  this  time,  my  buddies  were  layin'  all 
over  the  grass,  rollin'  around,  laughin'  like 
they'd  never  stop.  Right  then  one  of  those 
carnivorous  little  !#*£"?  haa  made  it  Up  my 
leg  and  put  a  natural  death  grip  on  my  family 
jewels.  Whooo!  The  rest  of  the  bites  weren't 
diddley  -  I  mean,  that  particular  ant  musta' 
had  jaws  like  Godzilla,  because  it  felt  like 
someone  had  tacked  the  jewels  to  the  wall 
with  a  red  hot  naruess  needle.  All  I  could  tnink 
of  was  gettin'  rid  of  that  sadistic  little  sucker. 
I  drevv  back  my  nand  liKe  I  was  gettin'  ready 
to  slap  a  handball  for  a  kill  shot,  and  let  it 
fly.  Ohnnh,  that  was  a  mistatce,  because  it 
dropped  me  to  my  knees  and  all  I  could  do 
was  kneel  there  vvith  my  hands  cupped  like 
a    Buddhist    Monk,    and    say    -    "Ohhhhh,    Ohhhh." 


One  summer  morning  a  few  years  back,  I  woke 
up.  The  sun  was  shinnin'  real  bright  through 
my  cell  window.  I  got  up,  it  was  5:30  Am, 
and  I  was  nappy  that  my  cell  vvas  facing  the 
East. 

I  had  a  half-hour  till  chow  so  I  washed 
nay  face,  and  started  to  snave  -  and  tnat's 
when  things  began  to  get  bad.  I  was  half  done 
shaving  when  1  dropped  my  razor  in  the  toilet. 
1  thought,  "well!"  And  when  I  tried  to  reach 
down     into    the    commode,     my    hand    got    stuck. 

The  guards  call  chow,  I'm  thinking,  "well 
nell,  what  a  spot  to  be  in!"  Then  the  guard 
calls  my  name,  "hey,  you  gonna'  eat?"  Whoo, 
I  jelled  at  nirn,  "nell  noln  I  muttered  to  myself. 
So  I'm  trying  to  figure  a  way  out  of  this  when 
I  saw  my  soap  disn  on  the  edge  of  the  sink. 
I  grabbed  the  soap  with  my  left  hand,  and 
finally  got  unstuck,  about  the  time  the  others 
were  coming  back  from  breakfast.  I  thought, 
"well,  I'll  finish  snaving  and  6o  back  to  bed, 
maybe  a  restart  will  do  the  trick." 

I  went  back  to  sleep,  got  up  again  about 
10:30  and  the  sun  was  still  sninin',  so  I  figured 
maybe  there  was  some  hope.  At  11:00,  I  made 
it  to  tne  mess  hall  all  right,  no  problem.  On 
the  way  back  to  the  unit,  I  found  a  paper  on 
the  sidewalk  full  of  the  dreaded  'killer  weed.' 
How  that  made  me  feel  real  good!  I  picked 
up  my  ID  card,  and  vvent  out  to  work  on  the 
garden.  Around  12:30,  I  figured  it  was  time 
for  a  break.  I  twisted  up  a  couple  and  went 
over  to  a  fire-hydrant  by  the  side  of  the  track 
to  sit  down,  inovv  the  sun  was  sninin',  it  was 
a  summer  day,  no  wind,  and  I  was  feelin'  pretty 
bood,  in  spite  of  the  bad  start.  So  I'm  leanin' 
against  the  hydrant  nice  and  mellow.  My  shirt 
was  off  and  the  sun  was  nice  an  warm,  and 
I'm  enjoying  my  break. 

I  feel  sometnirig  crawling  on  my  hand, 
I  look  down  and  nere's  this  big  black  and  red 
ant  crawlin'  across  it.  So  I  thought,  "well  he 
ain't  hurtin'   ine,  so  I'll  let  em'  slide." 

About  tnat  time,  the  units  were  called 
for  yard  and  people  are  starting  to  come  out, 
so  I  was  checking  it,  seein'  who's  who.  I  thought 
1  felt  oonietning  crawling  oil  my  oack.  I  saw 
a  couple  of  guys  I  knew  over  by  the  ball  diam- 
ond, and  they're  wavin'  at  me,  and  saying  soine- 
tning.  Couldn't  figure  out  what,  so  I  just  waved 
DacK.  iviy  leg  started  to  itch,  tnen  one  of  tne 
6uys  yelled  real  loud,  "hey  brother,  your  sittin' 
on  aii  ant  nill!"  I  tnought,  "on  yeah,  just  what 
I  wanted  to  near."  I  stood  up  and  those  black 
ants    were    all    over    me,    on    my    cnest,    my    arms, 


My  good  friends  when  they  saw  that, 
it  was  time  for  hysterics.  I'm  stuck  tnere  in 
mortal  pain,  and  their  all  rollin'  around  in  the 
grass     lau6nin'     harder     than     they    ever    laughed. 


Finally  one  of  'em  calmed  down  enough 
to  ruii  to  the  kitchen  and  get  me  some  ice. 
I  heard  later  on  that  he  was  whoopin'  an  a 
nollerin'  all  the  way  to  tne  kitchen.  When  he 
got  back  with  the  ice,  my  poor  eggs  were  the 
size  of  soft  balls.  I  had  'em  help  me  back 
to  my  cell,  and  for  the  next  couple  of  days, 
I  wasn't  seen. 

The  guards  never  could  find  out  what 
nappened,  Decause  every  time  tney'd  ask  some- 
one, all  they'd  get  was  hysterics.  When  they 
asiced  me,  all  I  told  told  'em  was,  "believe 
me,  you  don't  wanna'  know." 

Out  of  the  four  years  of  bein'  locked 
up,  that   was  tne  'worst'  day  I  ever  had. 

Tne  moral  to  the  story  goes  like  this: 
Keep  all  your  parts  covered  at  all  times! 


Dave  DePue  #11774 
CU-  III 
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HIGH  SIDE  YArtu  *»>0J  GARDEN  CREWS 
CLOSE   III   WAS   1991   SWEEPSTAKES  WINNER 


DAVE  DePUE,  CLOSE  III,  IN  HIS  RAINBOW 
GARDEN  -  (LOOK  VERY  CLOSE!) 


L-R:  FRITZ  KRANTZ,  LOU  ALEXANDER, 
CHARLES  MURRAY  FROM  CLOSE  1 1 1 


JULIO  RODRIGUEZ,  CLOSE  III, 
WATERING  STAFF  GARDEN 


DAVE  DePUE  TENDING  THE  VIETNAM 
VETS  MEMORIAL 


L-R:  REBEL  BINGHAM, 
LARRY  SMITH,  DARRYL 
L-R:  LARRY  SMITH,  STEVE  ELLIOT,   TORGERSON,  MISSING- 
BOB  STRATTON,  MISSING- JIM  OLIVER  GUS  GARNER.  CLOSE- I 


KENNETH  MILLER  AND  BOB  RAHIER 


DINOSAUR  TRICERTOPS 
CREATED  ON  HIGH  SIDE 


FAST-PITCH  LO-SIDE    1991    SEASON 


#1    CHAVlPS 


#3 


#4 


********************************************** 

INTKAvUriAL    199-1    SOFTBALL 


PAliAT   SHOP  CHE>\ 


ivuS.U.    THEATRE  OF   SILENCE 
iv*\KES   REGULAR  VISITS   TO 
M.S. P. 
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1991 


MlSC 


DAVE  SANDAVOL  PRESENTS  PETE 
SUTHERLAND  WITH  ivDST-REBOU- 
NDS  TROPHY 


HAROLD  VASKA  RECEIVES 
mVP  TROPHY  FROvl  DAVE 
SANDAVOL 


DAVE  OPPELT  HOLDS 
HIS  MASTER  -3- 
BLASTER  TROPHY 


M.S. P.  SPIKERS  - 
EXHIBITION  TEAM 


1991 


*  ******* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 

* 
* 
* 

* 
* 
* 

* 

* 
* 


*************************************** 

DADDY'S  SONG 


I 
each  ot 
I  f  you 
remembe 

Ju 

As 
turn  in 
reds  of 
sh  i  ne  b 
al ways 

Ju 


******************************** 


*********************************** 

THE  DIFFERENCE 
"One  night,  two  men  looked  out 

From  behind  prison  bars. 

One  saw  mud,  the  other  saw  stars „ " 

by  Fr.  John  Powel,SoJ. 

(submitted  by  Frank  Vanderhule ,UC) 
*********************************** 


Th 

sing  pr 
thee  - 
ets  our 
be  near 
Ju 

Spr  ingt 
er s  ref 
feel  fo 
wi  ldl if 
for  the 
you. 

Ju 

So 
speak  p 
-  my  1  o 
ous ;  yo 
I'll  al 

Ju 


know  we'll  always  be  near 
her,  no  matter  what  happens, 
ever  think  you've  lost  me, 
r  that  I'm  always  near  you. 
st  trust  in  me . 

the  green  leaves  of  summer 
to  the  bright  golds  and 

Autumn  -  so  does  my  love 
rightly  out  to  thee;  I'll 
be  near  you. 
st  look  for  me. 

e  howling  winds  of  Winter 
aises  of  love  from  me  t o 
the  newly  fallen  snow  blank- 
love  in  purity;  I'll  always 
you. 
st  listen  for  me . 

iines  birth  of  colorful  flow- 
lects  my  radient  love  I 
r  thee  -  the  newborn  growing 
e  is  like  my  growing  love 
e  -  I'll  a  1  ways  be  near 


s  t  1  o  o'k  for  me . 

ft  warm  breezes  of  Summertime 
oetry  to  you  in  the  night 
ve  for  you  is  warm  and  gener- 
u  are  truly  my  1  i fes  delight, 
ways  be  near  you. 
s  t  be  1  i  eve  i  n  me. 

by  CAT 


zzzx^te^^ 


LJ-SIOc   STAFF   l)Ii\Iinv3  .<OJvi 
,viU.<aL    -   MI.vZ  iVicFAUJ£i\ 


i>Jisi    NAdLEiN   A^jJ   il03i3Y 


j/xStJ  caviPOU;^  FIXE  DEP/^iTiviiiNT 


fviVivJ  AT   >vjivi\. 
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SLOW-PITCH   LO-SIDE    1991    SEASON 


A»l  t 


#1    (Champs) 


tf't* 


i,* p ,  p  /  j>' 


#2 
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STAFF 

CLARK  JOHNSON HI  -SIDE  REPORTER 

ASSO.  EDITOR 

PHI L  COAX, LO-S IDE  REPOKTErl 

CIRCULATION 

BILL  LEININGER EDITOR,  BUS.  i.*3R. 

DAVE  BEATTY SUPERV 1  SDR 

PRINT  SHOP  CREW 

PATRICK  TYE BINDERY 

JIM  GODFREY LAYOUT,  PRESSMAN 

TOM  DEAN BINDERY,  PRESSMAN 

DAVE  FOSTER SUPERVISOR 

PHOTOS  BY 

KEN  ANDERSON 
CLARK  JOHNSON 
JIM  DIEZIGER 
PHIL  COAX 

Due  to  lack  of  publications  because 
of  the  lockdown,  we  are  extending 
all  subscriptions  free  for  a  year. 


ONE  YEAR  SUBSCRIPTION  TO  SIBERIAN  EXPRESS 

NAME 


ADDRESS, 
CITY 


STATE 


ZIP 


12MONTHS  «4.00 


VOLUNTEER  STAFF 

GRAPHIC  ARTS HENRY  BELDEN 

AUDITOR CLARENCE  SANDBERG 

LO-S IDE  SPORTS CLAYTON  STERNER 

CIRCULATION LES  HARTFORD 

LEGAL  WRITER KEVIN  MURPHY 

PRESS  LIAISON CARL  FRODSHAVi 

CHAPEL MIKE  STILLINGS 

CLERICAL EviIL  TILLY 

Pt<AYER  WARRIORS.LO.  .  .DAVE  iviADER\ 
PRAYER  WARRIORS, HI . . . BARRY  BEACH 

LO-VETS,  COLLEGE RON  SMITH 

HI -VETS FRITZ  KaNTZ 

EDUCATION J  ERRY  FORSYIYi 

SPOinISORS 

JACK  ivicCORviICK WARDEN 

mIKE  ivAHONEY PRES.  SI 3. EXP.  INC. 

DAVE  BEATTY BD.    CHAlRViAN 

INviATE  WELFARE  FUND  CQvivlI  TTEE 

PUBLISHER'S  NOTICE 

The  Siberian  Express  is  published 
four  times  annually  by  the  Journalism 
Department  of  the  Montana  State  Prison. 
The  opinions  expressed  are  not  necessarily 
those  of  the  Administration,  the  Express 
Staff,  or  the  prison  population,  and  should 
be  considered  solely  the  opinions  of  the 
authors  unless  otherwise  specified.  All 
copy  is  reviewed  by  the  Administration, 
and  edited  when  necessary  by  the  staff  ■ 
and  Administration.  Copy  may  be  reprinted 
if  credit  is  given  to  the  author  and  Siberi- 
an Express. 


THE 

EXrjCESS 

700  Conley  Lake  Rd. 
Deer  Lodge, Montana 
59722 


AmtB} 

-sJiBL 

lit  % ,iJ 

*W&k 

\   miam 

To 


Nohproflt  Org. 

U    S       PO«T«  — 


PAID 

it  uoom 

MIMIT    MO 


State  Library 
1515  E.  6th  Ave. 
Helena,  Montana 

59601 


